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By the time Axl turned him on his side, Slash was too incoherent to question it. He clutched at the sheets, 
panted and waited. An arm hooked under his knee and drew it up almost against his chest. Slash floundered, 
struggling to turn his head to see what was going on, but he had no strength left to fight, and gave up when a 
hand descended against his neck. 


"Hush." the hot whisper in his ear calmed him, and he submitted at last. Waited for whatever it was that Axl 


planned. 


He felt the heat against his back, the breath stirring the thin tendrils of hair laying against his cheek. Felt Axl 
position himself, and focused on the knuckles of his hand, thought how strange and alien they seemed. Like they 
weren't his. Like he had never seen them before, and they held all the fascination of something wondrous and 
new. He blinked the sweat out of his eyes, and screwed them shut, a guttural moan tearing from deep inside 
his throat as he felt the inevitable invasion. Pinned. Unable to move. Like a butterfly impaled onto a card for 


later display, the cold steel invading a body that could not make its screams heard. Slash gasped, but no sound 
passed his lips. He was too in the moment, too hot and too distracted by sensations that repulsed him and yet, 
still craved The push and pull of desire warring with rebellion disarmed him as it always did. 


It was not unexpected. It never was, and yet no matter how many times they did this, no matter how much 
Slash knew it would end up before they even started, it always came as a shock There was nothing routine 
about what they were doing, and each time was like the first time, conflicting reactions of wonder and nausea, 
satiation and degradation Later, he would wonder again if that was the attraction, but humiliation would soon 
overwhelm him and he'd avoid thinking about it like he always did. Drink more Jack like he always did. Shoot up 
if the Jack didn't work, to numb the memory and escape the knowledge of what he had done. What he had felt. 
How much he wanted it. Needed it... 


No, best not go there. Pretend that it didn't exist. Pretend you're not a freak like you've always done, and 
continue on swimming in that river in Egypt. It's a comfortable place, Egypt, warm and dry, the sweat lifting 
the heat from your skin, keeping you clean. You just keeping washing yourself in that river, Slash, he told 
himself, and pretend that Axl's arm isn't binding you to his waist, or that his fingers aren't ripping into your 
scalp or that his teeth aren't biting deep into your neck That you don't feel like you are dying a little death in 
his jaws as his thrusts jerk your body into some kind of obscene dance against the sheets. That you don't love 
every second of it. 


Slash bucked, and a burst of white hot fire exploded in his brain, burning away all the conflict, the love, the 
hate, the fear, and the shame. All that was left was feeling, touch and taste, sweat mixed with the scent of 
raw sex and pure lust filling his veins. Final surrender, and mindless abandon. Fuck the river. All that mattered 
was the now. 


